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Mysore bullocks. The cart itself is interesting as
being of the old primitive pattern in use long
before the creaking of wheels was heard in England.
The pattern has survived and still finds favour up
country. The wheels are of solid wood, admirably
adapted to the rough roads and cross-country
tracks of bygone days. The capacity of the cart
is small; but even so the load is often too much
for the patient plodding beasts when they are
required to draw it over flooded land or through
the sandy bed of a dry river. The pots in the
cart are filled with oil expressed in mills of equally
early pattern. Every village has two or three
of these mills. A block of wood revolves in a
cup-shaped hollow. The seed is thrown in and
the oil runs out through tiny holes in the cup.
The motive power is a bullock, too often a worn-
out old animal that has earned a better fate.
The history of Mysore is full of romance. The
state has ever been an object of envy to northern
princes who, coming from the sun-burned plains
north and south of the Vindhya mountains, have
looked upon it as a Paradise, and desired its
equable climate and pasturage, its fruit and corn,
and the gold that from remote ages has been
found. One after another they conquered the